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ventured to draw Fleur's attention to the contrast, she
would say :
" My dear boy, that's like a book by Gurdon Minho ;
you're getting sentimental." And he would feel a fool.
Or would he ? Would he not, perhaps, look at her small
distinguished head, and think : c Too easy a way our, my
dear ; those who take it have little heads ! ' And, then,
his eyes, straying farther down to that white throat and
all the dainty loveliness below, would convey a warmth
to his blood and a warning to his brain not to give way
to blasphemy, lest it end by disturbing bliss. For what
with Foggartism, poultry, and the rest of it, Michael had
serious thoughts sometimes that Fleur had none ; and
with wisdom born of love, he knew that if she hadn't, she
never would have, and he must get used to it. She was
what she was, and could be converted only in popular
fiction. Excellent business for the self-centred heroine to
turn from interest in her own belongings to interest in
people who had no belongings ; but in life it wasn't done.
Fleur at least camouflaged her self-concentration grace-
fully ; and with Kit	! Ah ! but Kit was herself !
So he did not mention his ' down and outs ' on their
way to dinner in Eaton Square. He took instead a lesson
in the royal Personage named on their invitation card,
and marvelled at Fleur's knowledge. " She's interested
in social matters. And do remember, Michael, not to sit
down till she asks you to, and not to go away before her,
and to say c ma'am.' "
Michael grinned. " I suppose they'll all be nobs, or
sn—er—why the deuce did they ask us ? "
But Fleur was siknt, thinking of her curtsey.
Royalty was affable, the dinner short but superb,
served and eaten off gold plate, at a rate which suited the
impression that there really wasn't a moment to spare.

